„ The Comte all Hiftorit of 

For .Thou maid I Warrant, we (Halt hive old fwearing 
That they did give the flingsaw&y to men ; 

Bat wee! out-face them,and otR-fwcare them to : 

A way, make bade, U khi knoweft where I will tarry. 

Ner. Comegood fir, will you (lie Wine to this hotile. 

Enter Lorenzo and leffica . . ( Exeunt, 

Ler.TheMoone (hinashright.Iafiichanightas this, 

W hen the fweet wind did gently kiffe the trees, 

And they did make no noyfr,in fuch a night 
Troy l us me thinks mounted the Trojan walls, 

And figh’d his foule toward the Grecian tents , 

Where Crejfedhy chat night. 

Ieffii. Tn Inch a night 

Did Thisbie fearefully ore-trip the dew. 

And law the Lyons fhadowere himfelfe. 

And ratine diftnayed away. 

Loren . In inch a night 
Stood Dido with a Willow in her hand 
Upon the wilde fea bankes,and waft her Love 
To comeagaine to Carthage, 
left, Ih fnch a night 
Medea gathered the inchantedhearbs 
That did renew old Sfon. 

Loren. In fiich a night 
Did leffica fteale from the wealthy lew, , 

And with an unthrift Love did runne from Venice t 
As farre as "Belmont. 

IeJft. Infuchanight 

Did young Lorenzo fWearO he lov’d her well. 

Stealing her foule with many vowes of faith, 
Andnercatrueone. 

Loren. In fuch a night 
Did pretty leffica ( like a little throw ) 

Slander her Love,and heforgaVHt het; 

leffi. 1 would out-night you did no body come : 

Butharke,I heart the footing of a man. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

Loren. W ho comes fo faft in filente of the night ? 

“ Meffen.S 












the ^Merchant of Venice, 

Lore»*k frk'nd, whit friend, yaar rums t pray you friend ? 
cMelf. Stephana is my name, and I bring ward 
Mv Miftrefla will before the breaks of day 
Be here at 2?/Aw«;(hedoth ftray about 
By holy erodes, where (he kneels and prayes 
For happy wedlock houres. 

Loren. Who comes with her ? 

Me If None but a holy Hermit and her maid i 
I D rav you is my Matter yet returnd ? 
v £ 0 r en . He is not, nor we have not heard from himj 

But go we in I pray thee leffica , 

boaCc. B -Ur Clmm. 

(flown. Sola, fola, wo ha,ho fo!a,fola. 

Loren • Who calls ? . - , 

Clervn. Sola, did you fee M.. Lorenzo M.L*r«^fola,foIa. 

Xorfw.Leave hollowing man,hcere. 

C7<w».Sola,where, where ? 

Clown. Tell him there’s a Poft come from my Matter, with his 
home full of good newes, my Matter will be here ere morning 

fweet foule. . . 

XwmLet’s in, and there expert their comrmng, 

And yet no matter : why fhould we go in? 

My friend Stephen , fignifie I pray you 
Within the houfc,your Miftres is at hand. 

And bring your mufique foorth into the ay re. 

How fweet the moon-light fleeps upon this banke. 

Here will we fir, and let the founds of mufique 
Creepe in ourearesfofi ftilneffe,and the nighc 
Become the tutches of fweet harmony : 

Sit lefficafLoohx how the floore of heaven 
Is thick inlayed with pattens of bright gold, 

Tbere*s not the faaalleft orbe which thou behold*, - 
But in his motion like an Angel fings. 

Still quiring to the young-eyed Cherubins f 
Such harmony is in immortal l foules. 


But 


